AMONGOTHEKS                    39

amply confirmed by the War, " It is a warm after-
noon," said the dark gentleman on the littte lawn
outside. It was almost the longest observation he
had yet permitted himself. But he made it with
such a searching look at me that I knew he did not
expect an answer* One is apt to be flattered at eight-
een when elderly strangers betray an interest in one:
but somehow on this occasion I was not flattered,
only slightly perturbed. At the bottom of the lawn
he stopped and clasped his hands, staring down at
the ground,

"Mr. Dangerfield said that you would have a
happy life," he said thoughtfully. And I remembered
that Dangerfield had once flung out some off-hand
remark about my being the sort of person who
would always get what he wanted, though it had
been some days earlier, I thought, that he had said
it,

"Shan't I?" I said stupidly,

"Perhaps it is not happiness to obtain hwat we
desire," said the dark gentleman.

I realised uncomfortably that he was replying to
what I had thought and not to what I had said. My
peculiar companion made as if to resume our
saunter and then, seeing, I suppose, that I had
become a mute interrogation mark, smiled benevol-
ently and paused again. He thought for a moment
and then, apparently choosing his words carefully
as if to suit the intelligence of a child;

"There are many different you's," he said, "and
it may be that they will have different goals. You
are fascinated by hwat is new," and here I almost
thought that he glanced meaningly at the house